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ble to him that he wag an orphan,

ad so near to him tonight.
Then he remembered Helen Roscoe,

§ Mr. and MrS. Santa Cla“s ﬁ!nnd the days when children together,

By Clara H. Stein

i N e e e e

Hollister was sitting in  his club
room on the afternoon before Christ-
mas leisurely looking out of the
windows at the crowd of Christmas

" shoppers, who had put off their gift-

buying until it could no longer be
postponed, and who were now hurry-
ing by the scores through the parks,
either homewnrd or down town bountd,
Plainly Hollister's sympaties were not
lsted with the Christmas  shoppers,
That could |‘:1:&H}' be «detected in the
vinnner in which he surveved them.

The truth of the matter was thut
to him the great exeitement incident

to the great holidny seemed #ll non-|
sise and he was very glad that he|

g not one of the men who on every
hoand were laden with toys and play-
thinggs for their little ones at home.

“The erying brats” thought Hollis-
ter, “they were not worth so much
fuss and worry."

Then the loneliness of his surround-
ings oppressed Hollister for the club-
rooms were entirely deserted. For
weeks he had heard the club fellows
talking about what they intended
doing Christmas, or where they in-
tended going. All, save he, seemed
to have been invited some place.

Hollister almost wished that he
had remained down in his dingy office
outlining the work of some client.

He heard the door open, footsteps
in the rooms, and turning about he
saw John Webster, who with aver-
cont pockets bulging with packages
and with beaming countenance choer-
ily exclaimed. “Why, hello, there
Holly. What on earth are you moon-
ing around here on Christmas ove,
for, 1 thought I'd find you here.
Better come home with me, old man.”

“Much obliged, Web,” rvesponded
Hollister, “but really 1 don’t gee how

I can—frightfully busy—you see—
down at the office—I—"

“Let the office go,” interrupted
Webster, “why, man, you don't al-

ways want to work; leastways not on
Christmas eve. Thut's not the way.”

Hollister vouchsafed some more ex-
coses. Not that he feared that he
would not enjoy himse!f with Webster,
for John Webster, was in Hollister's
estimation, one of the best fellows
in the club. But he feared that to
vigit a man's house, where there was
a pretty wife and three children who
adored that wan, would make him
quite ‘oo lonely.

Still it felt good to be invited some-
where and for this Hollister thanked
John Webster, when he shortly, re-
luctantly took lus leuve,

It had now grown darker. The
snow was falling fuster, so that the
passersby were bul faintly discern
able.

Hollister turned to the fire which
snapped and crackled into the grate,
and gazed abstmet=d’y into the fire-
place, The flames vore making rve-
pented abtacks upen & knotty hickory
log, and Aaming up ot times in their
renewed offort, flled the room with a
faint flickering light. by which the

features of Hollister were discornihie
—4 broud, intellectun!l fovehend, aguil-
ine nose and squars firm jows. It

wag no unkind face It wuas a good
face, only marred by Ceep lines of (is-
appointment, while » certain sadnoss
l(.»mp(-rwl 01 Lure

The gay voices ar
of the huppy Chrisin
Lrated the walls and
ears of the lonesums

“This is no place w0 stay,” he ex-
claimed aloud, aad suiting the scotion
%o the word he summoned ths valot
and was soon ming!ine with the
ry Christrus shopeers  in the busy
streets, The “Morry ~ Christmases”
pained Hollister as did also the bun-
dles which each pusserby carried.

SHll, all of them, Hoilister ohserved

i merry laughtey
s crowds pene-
struek on the

nan.

mey-

looked happy as the jostled and
crowded each othor 'n their eiforts to
pilot home safely those mysterious

ghiped bundlee. Whar foy was there
even depicted on Lhe begrimmed faces
of the little boothlucks, busily ulying
their trade and delighting in  the
liberal remembrances from their
patrons. How was it, that he alone,
thould be destitute of that Chrismas
cheoer?

He entered the little down-street
restaurant, where he was accustomed
to eat. His seat at a table near the
window still brought the Christmas
shoppers directly in  his view. He
glanced over the menu cavd and after
undue deliberation ordered his even-
ing meal.

Hollister glanced [nto the street,
There were two strect urching gaz-
ing hungrily into the warmly-lighted
restaurant, The vounger had his tiny
nose pressed tightly aguinst the win-
dow pane. His eyes were large and
brown and his pale little face wore
a distinetly hungry. half-starved ex-
pression.  That was plainly no huppy
Christmas face, thaught Hollister but
even then he suw o =prip of Holly,
bravely pinned on the shabby little
jucket. Even this waif wore an em-
blem of Christmas cheer, The little
fellow's compunion wis o tall lad,

, From his table Hollister could
plainly hear their conversation
“See that guy aittin'  there all

alone,” said the tall one.

| “Yeg, I'd like to be him, wouldn't
ymi, Sum?"” responded the little fel-

low. i

“You bet yer. Say what would you
ovded if you was him."

“T'd order chicken but anything ud
do, Sam, I'm arful hungry, hain't
vou,"

“Here's his supper.”

“What 'ud you do, Sam_ if you had
the money that guy must have to or-
der such a supper.”

“What'd 1T do? Why, I'd buy n re-
volver, to geare the other fellers with,
so's to make ‘em keep off my beat,”

“Clee, but dat must taste
eootl, 1
aunper like
look, Sam.”

The bovs' eanversation  disturbed
| Hollister and he had about decided to
order the waiter to send them away,
when he overheard the little one's
wistiul wvoice.

“Say, do you g'poge I'll ever got any
thing from old Santa, This vere holly
stands for Christmas, they say, and
I'm wearin' it so’s he’ll know that 1'd
like to keep Christmas along with the
rest of "em. Say, Sam, I likes that
guy there. 1 wish he 'ud be Santa
Claus,"

“He'd be Santa Clauns.” The re-
mark greatly astonished Hollister.
The thought immediately suggested
itself, “Why couldn’t he be Santa
Claus to these little street waifs, so
they could both “keep Christmas like
the rest of them.”

The thought took a firm hold and
glancing furtively at the little wist-
ful fuce pressed tightly against the
gluss, he rose fro mthe table and his
unfinished meal, donned his hat and
hurridly left the restaurant.

“Here comes dat guy.,” called out
Sam to hig little companion, as he es-
pied Hollister, “he’s after you and me
for rubberin® at him, better make
lively, kid,” and away went both the
lads with Hollister in close pursuit.

When Hollister had any purpose in
view, he never gave up until he suc-
c¢eeded in it, He called to the boys,
but they did not heed him. Suddenly
the older lad darted down an alley.
Hollister paused in fear, lest the little
fellow should follow him. If he did,
there was not much hope of Hollis-
ter's success, for the intracies of those
alleys were quite beyvond him. Luck-
ily, however, the little chap kept on
in o straight course, ever and anon
casting a frightened look backward,
People hurrying to the theaters and
churches, looked at him in astonish-
ment as he hurried past. Once, he
even encountered some of his club-
fellows in a party of theater-goers.
Pulling his hat down lower he still
pursued the little lad.

The pavement was beginning to be-
come very icy and it was with diffi-
culty that Hollister kept his footing.
He was about to pronounce the pur-
suit all in vain, when suddenly he saw
the little form before him totter for a
moment, awl then fall on he glary
sidewaik. In a moment Hollister had
veavhed the side of the little lad, who,
| unconscious from the pain of a brok-
en limb was lying there in a forlom
little heap., He tenderly picked him
up in his strong ayms and hurried
| with his burden to the nearest corner.
!.—'\ moment more he had ecalled a cab
amd he and the little waif were being
aurried to the childrven's hospital.
The mouns of the Jttle fellow made
Hollister's heart ache, as did also the
(sight of the little spray of holly, when
in the flash of lights at the street
corners, he =aw it still lovingly press-
ed agpinst the threadbare jacket.
Hollister was well known at the
hospital. There was a time—several
vears ago, when he had endowed the
ingtitution very heavily.

The house-physician and the nurse
soon had the poor liltle injured lad in
a room all by himself, as Hollister
had wished it, and they bandaged the
broken limb and made him as com-
fortable as it was possible for them
to make him,

Hollister remained with the child.
He was sleeping now. Utter exhaus-
tion the nurse had pronounced it.

“Poor little fellow,” thought Hollis-
ter, “he is scarcely more than a baby.”
How pale he looked and how wan and
wasted the little features were. Here
surely was someone for him to care
for, he felt confident that the little
chap would not resent it, for had he
not wanted him, Hollister, of all peo-
ple, to be his Santa Claus. Hollister
had never quite so thoroughly enjoyed
himself as sitting there in the dim
light, he surveyed his new t{reasure.
The sprig of holly was pinned on the
little chap'’s white nightdress. Hollis~
ter had put it there himself—for was
not that the gign of a Christmas
child—as the youngster had said.

Hollister told the nurze he would
wateh in the room—somehow he
wanted to be alone with the little
one, The nurse had gone, saying
that at 9 o'clock she would send up
some relief.

Next door, in the church, they were
holding & Christmag carol service, and
now the straing of a joyous Christ-
mug carol awukened in Hollister all

supper

that, with ehicken—just

sorte of old memories. That was the
carol hisg mother had taught him,
when he was a youngster. When a

boy, he had sung it, standing beside
his futher and mother in the pew of
the old country church on a Christ-
mas morning. It did not seem possi-

wonder if T'11 ever have al

they had sung that carol at the
Christmas celebration at the Sunday

school, Later, when he, a student
away at college, had returned home
for the Christmas holidays, Helen and
he had sung it on Christmas eve, in
the old Roscoe home. More memor-
ies came thick and fast. He thought
of the years when he was striving to
mnke a career for himself. For a
time he had neglected the old home—
he had known nothing save his ambi-
tion.

He thought that Helen would un-
derstand that he was laboring for her,
iand that, that alone, was the cause of
hig neglect. Finally with his reputa-
tion established, he had returned to
the old home, only to find that old
| Thomas Roscoe, had become heavily
linvolved in debt, had been obliged to
soll the old home and had moved into
the city =o the neighhors said. Helen
they added, was at this time the af-
| finneed wife of Robert Ruggles, and
{that by this time she had no doubt
| been married several years,
| Soon after this his parents had died
and Hollister went back to the
metropolis with a stern look deeply
worn into his handsome countenance
and with the determination to make
ambition his all, He had seen the
ambition realized. He had the repu-
tation of being one of the best prac-
titioners at the state bar. Nor had he
accomplished this by unfair methods;
for all who knew him; knew him as a
just and upright man.

The entrance of the nurse at nine
o'clock broke the spell and brought
him to his feet. He gazed at the wo-
man, at the golden-brown hair, the
even aristocratic features. Could he
be mistaken in the identity. He start-
ed forward.

“What are you doing here, Helen."

“Tom, oh, Tom, is it really you.
Who is that little chap, T th¥ught he
was a street waif. What brought you
here."

“Homesickness,” he answered.

“What do you mean,” she asked.

“I mean I desire to care for some-
one, someone to make happy, as near-
Iy evervone has a chance to do at
Christmas time. And then he told
lew the Christmas shoppers had op-
pressed him, and how even the little
chap had annoyed him until his better
self arose in him and he wanted to
be the voungster's Santa Claus. He
stopped abruptly. Then he laughed
the hollow mockery of a laugh.

“We will not talk of it more,” she
said quietly. “You have not asked me
where I have been all these years.”

“T know, I heard. You married

“No, T did not marry, T do not think
I shall ever marry,” She saw him
lean forward with a quick start.

“I thought—why, I heard—Bob—"
stammered Hollister incoheretnly.

“I liked him,” she went on frankly:
“You never came home to see us that
entire vear, and when rather failed
and we moved away, and he went at
the same time—well, the neighbors
thought—you know.—"

“But what brought you here,” in-
quired Hollister,

“After father failed. [ studied
nursing. Then when he died, and
mother also, soon after, I came here.
I love children and so you gee the
work is pleasant.”

The little chap stirred restlessly in
hig <leep. Hollister moved to Helen's
side at the bedside, *“I'm going to
care for him, Helen he quietly said.
“You see the holly. That was to
serve as a sign, he said, so that Santa
would recognize him. He really
wantd me to be his Santa Claus.
Helen, do you think I'll suffice for a
Santa Claus. I am kindhmhmmmm
Santa Claus, Am I kind enough.

“Oh,ves,"” the girl responded, “no
one in the whole world could be kind
to him as you—you.”

The sentence rang in his ears. In
it the man thought he could detect a
wealth of love for him. He took both
her hands in his, and looked down in-
to her eyes, and what he saw there,
remained forever a burning part of
his life.

Unnoticed by the two, the little
chap on the bed, awoke and was now
gazing bewilderingly at the cheerful
room and at the man whom he had
selected as his Santa Claus, “It's
really old Santa, sure enough, only
I didn’t think he was so young,”
thought the forlorn little waif, and
then he exclaimed aloud, “Gee, it
must be Mr. and Mrs, Santa Claus.”

Hollister started then as he grasp-
ed the meaning of the exclamation.
H still held the girl's hands, “Shall
it be, Helen, you and I, a Mr. and
Mrs, Santa Claus.”

Not even the little chap heard her
answer. Fven Hollister, himself, did
not know if she answered at all—but
the love-light in her eyes was enough.
Hollister understood.

“The more the merrier” doesn't fit
well when applied to war.

War, it is observed, is becoming
more and more a shell game.

Genuine civilization is not the kind
women and children have reason to
fear,

Nobody objects to “broken English”
when it voices solid American senti-
ment,

Sometimes the man who likes
peace most fights hardest when war

comes. il

SANTA CLAUS' LETTER

Afar off In the Northland, In very
gualnt attire,

Old Santa Claus sat toasting his
shins before the fire.

Within his hand a letter brought by
the morning mall

Whose writer clalmed an answer
at Christmas " without fafl.”
0Old Santa spread the letter upon his
round, fat knee,
Then fumbled for hls glasses and
mused. “Now let me seel

What 18t the youngster wishes,—my
pack I8 brimming o'er,

It will not do to lond it with many
presents more,

"#Dear Santa Clous,--‘that'a pleas-
uant, I'm giad he calls me ‘dear,’

‘T'd llke to have you bring me &
nice Kodalk, this year,®

what Is that, I wonder?” he

pondered, with a grin,

“If I could find the cresture, I'd
surely tuck it in.

*“A sled and skates,’ I've got ‘em,"
he chuckled;—"what 18 this?—

“Another thing to pester my poor
old brain, 1 wis; —

A book of Gibson pletures—parcheesl
board—oh dear!

The children grow exacting—much
more B0, every Yyear,

*The Jungle Book by Kipling, ' —
strange how these youngsters
know

The best things in the market;”
and then he laughed, "Ho! ho!”

A kindly twinkle glimmered In dear
014 Santa's eye;

“It's Christmas only once a year;
to find them I must try."

Then out into the snow-storm, through
drifts above hls knees,

He plunged and when at nightfan
he sat agalu at ease,

His pack contained a kodak, a Jungle
Book or two,

Parchees!, Glbson pictures: he
puffed, "1 think ‘twill do.”

And then besides his treasures he
quickly took his seat,

And soon was speeding townward
behind his reindeer fleet

Q'er hill-top and through valley with
Jingling bells they sped,

111l ears and nose were tingling
und cheeks were rosy red.

“How fortunate,” he pondered *that
latter was not late,

Else had my pack of presents been
somewhat out of date."—Epito-
mist,

Now

Tom's Christmas Present.
My brother Tom is In the sulks,
Although it's Christmas day,
And | don’t blame him very much
Because he feels that way.

Qur Aunt Matflda thinks that Tom
Is still a little boy,

And every year Bhe sends nim what
He calls a "baby toy."

Last Christmas ‘twas a lot of beasts—
A fNue menagerie

Tom didn't care for those at all
He gave them uall to me.

Something came yesterday by freight,
All boxed and nuniled up tight
Tom thought It surely was & wheel—
He scarcely slept all night
But what d'you think he found,
instead?
It's not a wheel, of coursa,
This time our Aunt Matilda sent
A great big rocking-horsel

And that’s why Tom's so cross today;
But wouldn’t it be fine
If, by tomorrow, I should have
That rocking-horse (or mine!
—{Charlotte Goldamith Chase,
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The Bells of Christmas-Tide.

The Magl saw His sacred star,
In beauty undefiled,

And brought thelr preclous gifts to

greet

The birthday of the Child.

Ho, In this wondrous day of days,
In deathless love impearled,

Hark! to the bells of Christmas-tide
That ring around the worldl

The holly-leaves and mistletos,
Where summer scems to eling,

Whisper, through drctic distances,
Ot God's eternal spring. !

Bo, on this wondrous day of dayw,
In deathless love {mpearled

Hark! to the bells of Christmastide
That ring around the world!

The message of “good will to men,"”
Divinely clean and bright,—

Bhines from the hills of Bethlehem
With everlasting lght.

Bo, on this wondrous day of days,
In deathless love impearied,

the wordd
HamUten Hegme,

Mlhthobdhorﬂlﬂl?-&
T il

WHERE MEN STEAL THEIR WIVES

In the early civillzatlon of every
peopla there has existed In one form
or another the curious custom of se-
curing n wife by stealing her,

Without doubt it Is the cave man's
methods persisting among the semi-
civilized, and even our ecustom of
elopement can be traced back to the
knobbed-club days. So it I8 in dark-
est Africa today,

Whers a wifa is not a chattel poa-
sesslon, preclsely as much the man’s
property ‘as his cattle and his farm,
the African malden is wooed and won
by her dusky lover by stealth.

Often her parents favor some richer
pultor, and have hunted the lover
away from their doorstep, and then it
{s that the marringe by theft s sure
te occur.

Watching her house, nas a ent
watches & mouse hole, the love-sick
swnin follows the girl of his heart
when she leaves the house to draw
witer or gather wood for the fire, and
out of aight of the house he wooes her
with soft words,

If she is willing, he tells her he will
send some of his friends to stenl her
away—""pula” it is ealled—and bring
her to hia houre.

Then he ealls on half a dozen of
hia friends and bids them steal the
maiden of his heart for him,

At the appointed time the girl goes
down to the epring alone, her lover's
friends creep up on her, and should
she in modesty struggle, they life her
on their shoulders and run with her to
her new home.

There she remains until the next
morning, when her relatives come and
demand six goats as a trespass offer-
ing for having carrled her away. In
addition to these the regular dowry ia
twenty goats and five head of cattle.

Each goat I8 given in payment for
some definite item of the marriage
bilL

For Instance, one goat on account
of the hetrothal, one as a fine for the
covetous eyves that spled the girl out,
two—one for each parent—for the
stool on which he sat when he wooed
her, two for the relative’s trouble in
looking for her when kidnapped, two
on account of the talk or “palaver,”
and two for entering the house or
grounds to make love to the girl.

Of course the relatives make the
“Lill" as long as they can string it
out.

It Is very seldom, Indeed, when a
marriage does not ensue as a direct
result of the “pula,” but sometimes
the angry parents carry her back
home again. In either event the Afrl-
ean marriage Is one that is not bind-
ing forever unless both the husband
and wife are pleased. Indeed, like the
modern advertising slogan, “all goods
not approved may be exchanged,” the
dusky lover may return his stolen
bride after a few months, if he finds
that he has made a mistake and really
doesn't like her.

AIDS INVALIDS TO WALK,

Vehlcle Helps Victima of Paralysle
To Get Around,

In the treatment of many invalids
{t {a necessary to reteach them to
walk. This i{s notably in the cases of
broken limibs, paralysis, locomotor
ataxia and other similar maladies.

A deyice to aid the patient in learn-
ing to walk agnin has heen devised
and is In successful use in a Michigan
sanitarium, It I8 called the walking
chalr, and by making use of the vehi-
cle, the patient may first learn to use
his feet while In a sitting posture.
Later, when his strength is equal to
the task, he can stand, supporting
himself on the bars of the carriage.
The wheels are rubber-tired and the
whole carriage is very light, though
strong, offering practically no resis-
tance to the motive power furnished
by the invalid.

The walking chalr 18 especially val-
wible in the treatment of improving
cases of locomotor ataxia, in which
direase it is very diflieult for the pa-
tient to recover the use of his limbs
without an artificial support of some
kind. 'This machine {8 used so fre-
quently in cases of this kind that It
{s sometimes referred to as the “loco-
motor ataxicab.”—World's Advance,

WHY TURN TO THE RIGHT?

Firat Law on This Point Was Pasaed
by Maryland.

Now that maomny automobile manu-
facturers are constructing thelr cars
with the driver's geat on the left, in-
terest is naturally aroused in the
guestion as to why vehlcles keep to
the right im some countries and to
the left in others, and as to where
our laws to this effect originated.

The Massachusetts Mercury, pub-
lished In Boston, in its issue of ¥ri-
doy, April 11, 1800, givea the follow-
ing Item among its general news:

“A law has been made {n Baltimore
that the driver of a vehicle with
wheels, in passing another in any
ptreet, shall keep to the righthand
slde, under penalty of $3 for each of-
fense, And likewise s law granting
a considerable bounty on the use of
brond wheels."

From the wording of the item and
the prominence given to it, it seema
to have been the first law In the
eountry.

This would be a delightful old world
to sojourn in where It not for the fact
that too many peopls are alweys try-
ing thelr best to do thelr worst

.

Religion is & good thing that never
outs » wide swath in a horse Lrade,

ELEOTRIC SEWING DRVICR

Motor Bullt Into Machine ls Ne
In This Line.

One of the Intest developments Inm
electric sewinz machines is one lit
which the motor is bullt into the ma-!
chine and its speed s controlled ens:
tirely by a brake working on a drum'
mounted on the motor shaft. Thisl
brake Ia operated by the pedal. So!
long as there I8 no pressure on the'
pedal the brake prevents the motor;
from working, even with the nlmntl
turned on.

A alight pressure starts the machine
alowly and when the pedal f{s pushed
down as far as it will go, the machine|
Is run at full gpeed. An additional!
advantage in this machine is that the
needls Is pleced squarely in front on
the operator, elimieating the strained
attitude required in running an ordi-
nary machine,

Current 1s supplied through a cord
that can be attached to anv electrie’
light socket. 1In cnse of fallure of
electric power, the machine {s made
ready for operation by foot by discone
necting (v motor helt and connecting
a belt operated by the pedal.—Populag
Mechanica. ‘

Gifta for Girvs,

In choosing Christmas gifts, remem-
ber, too, that to some friends com-
fort means a great deal. One woman
last year rejolced exceesdingly In a
wadded silk morning jacket which
Santa Claus brought her. A kimono
fs alsn a delight to many persons,
and bed-room slippers, of the warm
fur-lined sort, make the name of the
donor blessed every cold morning. It
{e safe in choosing for girls, from
thelr early teens on, to supply some
superfiuous arficle of dress—silk
stockings, a modish belt-buckle, gloves
at any and all times, sgome late hand-
gome novelty in neck-wear, and to any
party-going girl a bag for her fan
and slippers, a dainty fan fitself, a
blg square of the soft flimsy stuff,
liberty silk or Japanese gauze, that
winds ®Bo0 becomingly around the
throat under the ovening cloak, and
{8 useful In & draughty ball-room, or
a pair of carriage slippars.—Harper'a
Bazaar.,

Dame Fortune I8 a stranger to the

majority of people, but her daughter,
Miss Fortune, calls cn them daily.

My son, there are two things yom
should never borrow—money or troge
ble, especially trouble.

If a young man’s cake 18 "dough,”
he can easily find a girl who 1s wilk
ing to take the cake,

THORDUGH WORK

How You Can Find Freedom From
Kidney Trouble.

If you suffer from backache—
From urinary disorders—

Any curable disease of the kidoeys,
Use n tested Kidney remedy.

Doan’s Kiduey PPills have
Ltested by thousands.

Gratefnl people testify,

Can you a=k wmore convineing proof
of merit.

S, H, Bixler, firmer,
SNVH:

been

Swanton, 0.,
“I had no end of trouble from
disordered kidueys and at one time X
was lakd up for several months, un-
able to do any work, 1 tried various
medicines and found Donn's Kidney
I*ills to Dhe the best.

I'rice H0c, at all dealers. Don't
shinply usk for a kidney remedy—get
Doun's Kiduey Dills—the same that
Mr. Bisler had,  Foster-Milburn Co.,
'rops., Buffulo, N, Y.

FoldingHighChair

Fits to back of any chair
—weighs less than one
poundl'ine for traveling
carry in your pocket.
Order now for Christmas.
Geo. L. Boyers, Sec'y
966 Western Ave,, Toledo

Vo Gy

Rates 76 up Noon Lunch 35e
A. E. HAMILTON
Detroit, Mich,

AUTOMOBILE SCHOOL
DETROIT Y. M. C. A,
DAY & EVENING CLASKES
For Salesmen, Chauffears, Muachis-
iste and Owners. KEnter auy tims.
For Particulars, Address
Y. M. C, A. Automobile Bchool
Room 303 Detroit, Mick,

NOVELS

Very Latest at Lowest Cost
Send 26 cents. We will mail to
your address, two novels; also list
of books which we carry, Order
now, Get your name on our list,
These books retail regularly at 26
cents each,

GEO. L. BOYERS, Becty,
066 Western Ave, 'Toledo, Ohle




